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			ABOUT THE AUTHOR

			Tara Sue Me wrote her first novel at the age of twelve. It would be twenty years before she picked up her pen to write the second.

			After completing several traditional romances, she decided to try her hand at something spicier and started work on The Submissive. What began as a writing exercise quickly took on a life of its own, and sequels The Dominant and The Training soon followed. Originally published online, the trilogy was a huge hit with readers around the world. 

			Tara kept her identity and her writing life secret, not even telling her husband what she was working on. To this day, only a handful of people know the truth (though she has told her husband). They live together in the southeastern United States with their two children.

		

	
Praise for Tara Sue Me:

‘The sex scenes are smoldering hot . . . a must read if you loved 50 Shades of Grey’ The Romance Review

‘For those Fifty Shades fans pining for a little more spice on their e-reader . . . the Guardian recommends Tara Sue Me’s Submissive Trilogy, starring handsome CEO Nathaniel West, a man on the prowl for a new submissive, and the librarian Abby, who is yearning for something more’ Los Angeles Times

‘Well written and certainly entertaining’ Dear Author

‘This book is going to make you say ‘Fifty What of What? . . . [Me] is so talented and captivating’ Southern Fiction Review


By Tara Sue Me and available from Headline

The Submissive

The Dominant

The Training


		
The first in Tara Sue Me’s seductive and scandalous trilogy that has enthralled millions . . .


Abby King has a secret fantasy.


New York knows Nathaniel West as the brilliant and handsome CEO of West Industries, but Abby knows he’s more: a sexy and skilled dominant that is looking for a new submissive. Yearning to experience a world of pleasure beyond her simple life as a librarian, Abby offers herself to Nathaniel, to fulfill her most hidden desires.


After only one weekend with the Master, Abby knows she needs more, and fully submits to Nathaniel’s terms. But despite the pleasure he takes in Abby’s willing spirit, the Nathaniel hidden behind the rules remains cold and distant.


As Abby falls deeper into his tantalizing world of power and passion, she fears that Nathaniel’s heart may be beyond her reach – and that her own might be beyond saving . . .
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			Chapter One

			“Ms. King,” the receptionist said. “Mr. West will see you now.”

			I stood, wondered for the twenty-fifth time what I was doing, and went to open the door leading to the office I’d traveled across town to enter. On the other side was my darkest fantasy and by stepping inside I’d be making it a reality.

			I was proud of the fact my hands didn’t shake as the door opened and I walked into his office.

			Step one: done.

			Nathaniel West sat at a large mahogany desk, typing on a computer. He didn’t look up or slow his strokes. I might as well not even have entered, but I dropped my eyes just in case.

			I stood still while I waited. Face looking at the floor, hands to my sides, feet spread to the exact width of my shoulders.

			Outside the sun had set, but the lamp on Nathaniel’s desk gave a muted light.

			Had it been ten minutes? Twenty?

			He was still typing.

			I counted my breaths. My heart finally slowed from the rocket speed it’d been racing at before I entered the office.

			Another ten minutes passed.

			Or maybe thirty.

			He stopped typing.

			“Abigail King,” he said.

			I started slightly, but kept my head down.

			Step two: done.

			I heard him pick up a stack of papers and tap them into a pile. Ridiculous. From what I knew of Nathaniel West, they would have already been in a neat pile. It was another test.

			He pushed his chair back, wheels rolling over the hardwood floor the only sound in the quiet room. He walked with measured, even steps until I felt him behind me.

			A hand lifted my hair away from my neck and warm breath tickled my ear. “You have no references.”

			No, I didn’t. Just a crazy fantasy. Should I tell him? No. I should remain silent. My heart beat faster.

			“I would have you know,” he continued, “that I’m not interested in training a submissive. My submissives have always been fully trained.”

			Crazy. I was crazy to be here. But it was what I wanted. To be under a man’s control.

			No. Not any man. This man’s control.

			“Are you sure this is what you want, Abigail?” He wrapped my hair around his fist and gave a gentle tug. “You need to be sure.”

			My throat was dry and I was fairly certain he heard my heart beating, but I stood where I was.

			He chuckled and returned to his desk.

			“Look at me, Abigail.”

			I’d seen his picture before. Everyone knew Nathaniel West, owner and CEO of West Industries.

			The pictures didn’t do the man justice. His skin was lightly tanned and set off the deep green of his eyes. His thick dark hair begged you to run your fingers through it. To grab on it and pull his lips to your own.

			His fingers tapped rhythmically on his desk. Long, strong fingers. I felt my knees go weak just thinking about what those fingers could do.

			Across from me, Nathaniel gave the faintest of smiles and I made myself remember where I was. And why.

			He spoke again. “I’m not interested in why you decided to submit your application. If I select you and you are agreeable to my terms, your past won’t matter.” He picked up the papers I recognized as my application and ruffled through them. “I know what I need to.”

			I recalled filling out the application – the checklists, the blood tests he’d required, the confirmation of the birth control I was on. Likewise, before today’s meeting, I’d been sent his information for review. I knew his blood type, his test results, his hard limits, and the things he enjoyed doing with, and to, play partners.

			We stood in silence for several long minutes.

			“You have no training,” he said. “But you’re very good.”

			Silence again as he stood and walked to the large window behind his desk. It was completely dark and I saw his reflection in the glass. Our eyes met and I looked down.

			“I rather like you, Abigail King. Although I don’t recall telling you to look away.”

			I hoped I hadn’t messed up beyond redemption and looked back up.

			“Yes, I think a weekend test is in order.” He turned from the window and loosened his tie. “If you agree, you will come to my estate this Friday night at six exactly. I’ll have a car pick you up. We’ll have dinner and take it from there.”

			He placed his tie on the couch to his right and unbuttoned the top button of his shirt. “I have certain expectations of my submissives. You are to get at least eight hours of sleep every Sunday through Thursday night. You will eat a balanced diet – I will have a meal plan emailed to you. You will also run one mile, three times a week. Twice a week you will engage in strength and endurance training at my gym. A membership will be created for you starting tomorrow. Do you have any concerns about any of this?”

			Another test. I didn’t say anything.

			He smiled. “You may speak freely.”

			Finally. I licked my lips. “I’m not the most . . . athletic, Mr. West. I’m not much of a runner.”

			“You must learn not to let your weakness rule you, Abigail.” He walked to his desk and wrote something down. “Three times a week you will also attend yoga classes. They have these at the gym. Anything else?”

			I shook my head.

			“Very well. I will see you Friday night.” He held out some papers to me. “These will have everything you need to know.”

			I took the papers. And waited.

			He smiled again. “You are excused.”

			

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			The door to the apartment next to mine opened as I walked by. My best friend, Felicia Kelly, stepped out into the hallway. Felicia and I had been friends forever, having grown up together in the same small Indiana town. Throughout elementary and middle school we sat side by side thanks to the alphabetical seating arrangements. After high school graduation, we attended the same college in New York, where we quickly learned that if we wanted to remain best friends, we should live as neighbors and not roommates.

			Though I loved her like the sister I’d never had, she could at times be bossy and overbearing. Likewise, my need for regular quiet time drove her mad. And, apparently, so had my meeting with Nathaniel.

			“Abby King!” Her hands were on her hips. “Did you have your phone off? You went to see that West guy, didn’t you?”

			I just smiled at her.

			“Honestly, Abby,” she said. “I don’t know why I even bother.”

			“I know. Tell me, why do you bother?” I asked as she followed me inside. Settling down on the couch, I started reading the papers Nathaniel had given me. “By the way, I won’t be here this weekend.”

			Felicia gave a loud sigh. “You went. I knew you would. Once you get an idea in your head, you just move right on ahead. You don’t even think about the outcome.”

			I continued reading.

			“You think you’re so smart. Well, what do you think the library will say about this? What will your father think?”

			My father still lived in Indiana, and though we weren’t close, I was certain he’d have a definite opinion about my visit to Nathaniel’s office. A very negative opinion. Regardless, there was no way anyone was going to discuss my sex life with him.

			I set the papers down. “You’re not saying a word to my dad and my personal life isn’t the library’s business. Got it?”

			Felicia sat down and examined her nails. “I don’t got anything.” She grabbed the papers. “What are these?”

			“Give those back.” I yanked the papers from her.

			“Really,” she said. “If you want to be dominated so badly, I know several men who would be more than willing to oblige.”

			“I’m not interested in your ex-boyfriends.”

			“So you’re going to march into a strange man’s house and let him do who-knows-what to you?”

			“It’s not like that.”

			She walked over to my laptop and turned it on. “So what is it like, exactly?” She leaned back in her chair while the screen booted up. “Being a rich man’s mistress?”

			“I’m not his mistress. I’m his submissive. Make yourself at home, by the way. Please, feel free to use my laptop.”

			She typed frantically on the keyboard. “Right. Submissive. That’s so much better.”

			“It is. Everyone knows that the submissive holds all the power in the relationship.” Felicia hadn’t done the research I had.

			“Does Nathaniel West know that?” She had pulled up Google and was searching Nathaniel’s name. Fine. Let her find him.

			All at once, his handsome face filled the screen. He was looking at us with those piercing green eyes. One arm was wrapped around a beautiful blonde at his side.

			Mine, the stupid side of my brain said.

			This Friday night through Sunday afternoon, the more responsible side countered.

			“Who’s she?” Felicia asked.

			“My predecessor, I suppose,” I mumbled, returning to reality. I was an idiot. To think he’d want me after he had that.

			“You’ve got some pretty high stilettos to fill, girlfriend.”

			I only nodded. Felicia noticed, of course.

			“Damn it, Abby. You don’t even wear stilettos.”

			I sighed. “I know.”

			Felicia shook her head and clicked the next link. I looked away, not needing to see another shot of the blonde goddess.

			“Hello, baby,” she said. “Now I’d let him dominate me anytime.”

			I looked up to see a picture of another handsome man. Jackson Clark, New York quarterback, the caption said.

			“You didn’t tell me he was related to a professional football player.”

			I didn’t know. But it’d do no good to tell Felicia any of this – she was no longer paying me any attention.

			“I wonder if Jackson is married,” she mumbled, clicking on links to bring up more information on his family. “Doesn’t look like it. Hmm, maybe we can pull up more detail on the blonde chick.”

			“Don’t you have anything better to do?”

			“Nope,” she said. “Nothing to do but sit here and make your life miserable.”

			“Show yourself out,” I said, walking into my bedroom. She could spend all night digging up whatever she wanted on Nathaniel – I had reading to do.

			I took the papers Nathaniel had given me and curled up on my bed, tucking my legs up under me. The first page had his address and contact information. His estate was a two-hour drive from the city, and I wondered if he had another property, closer to town. He had also given me the security code to get through his gate and his cell phone number should I need anything.

			Or in case you come to your senses, that annoying smart part of my brain chimed in.

			The second page had the details of my gym membership, and the exercise program I would have to follow. I swallowed the unease thoughts of running brought up. More details followed on the strength and endurance classes he wanted me to take. At the bottom, in very neat cursive, was the name and number of the yoga instructor.

			Page three informed me I’d have no need to bring any bags with me on Friday. Nathaniel would provide all the toiletries and clothing I needed. Interesting, that. But what else did I expect? It also contained the same instructions he’d given me earlier – eight hours of sleep, balanced meals – nothing new there.

			Page four listed Nathaniel’s favorite meals. Good thing I could cook. I’d look closer at those later.

			Page five.

			Let’s just say page five left me hot, bothered, and waiting for Friday.

			

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			Nathaniel West was thirty-four years old. His parents had died in a car accident when he was ten. Linda Clark, his aunt, raised him after that.

			Nathaniel took over his father’s business at the age of twenty-nine. He took what was already a profitable business and made it even more so.

			I’d known about him for ages. Knew of him in that society-page way that those in the lower classes know of the upper class. The papers painted him as a hard ass. A real bastard. But I liked to think I knew a bit more about the real man.

			Six years ago, when I was twenty-six, my mother got into a really bad situation over credit card debt, following her divorce with Dad. She owed so much, the bank threatened foreclosure on her house. They would have been well within their rights to do so. But Nathaniel West saved the day.

			He was on the bank’s board of directors and convinced them to allow Mom a way to save her house and get out of debt. She died of heart disease two years later, but for those two years, every time his name was mentioned in the papers or on the news, she would retell the story of how he’d helped her. I knew he wasn’t the hard ass the world thought he was.

			And when I heard about his more . . . delicate tastes, my fantasies started. And kept on. And kept on, until I knew I had to do something about them.

			Which was why I found myself pulling into the driveway of his estate in a chauffeur-driven hire car at five forty-five that Friday afternoon. No luggage. No bags. Just my purse and cell phone.

			A large golden retriever stood at the front door. He was a beautiful dog, with intense eyes that watched as I got out and made my way to the house.

			“Good boy,” I said, holding my hand out. I wasn’t overly fond of dogs, but if Nathaniel had one, I needed to grow used to him.

			The dog whined, walked toward me, and pushed his nose into my hand.

			“Good boy,” I said again. “Who’s a good boy?”

			He gave a short bark and rolled over so I could pet his belly. Okay, I thought, maybe dogs weren’t so bad.

			“Apollo,” a smooth voice said from the front door. “Come.”

			Apollo’s head lifted at his owner’s voice. He licked my face and trotted to stand beside Nathaniel.

			“I see you’ve made Apollo’s acquaintance.” Nathaniel was dressed casually today – a light gray sweater and darker gray pants. The man could wear a paper bag and look good. It really wasn’t fair.

			“Yes,” I said, standing and brushing imaginary dirt off my pants. “He’s a very sweet dog.”

			“He’s not,” Nathaniel corrected. “Normally, he doesn’t take kindly to strange people. You’re very fortunate he didn’t bite you.”

			I didn’t say anything. Nathaniel turned and walked into the house; he didn’t even look back to make sure I followed. I did, of course.

			“We’ll have dinner tonight at the kitchen table,” he said as he led me through the foyer. I tried to take in the decor – a subtle mixture of the antique and contemporary – but it was hard to take my eyes off Nathaniel as he strode along in front of me.

			We walked down a long hallway past several closed doors, and all the while he talked. “You can consider the kitchen table your free space. You’ll take the majority of your meals there, and when I join you, you may take it as an invitation to speak freely. Most of the time, you will serve me in the dining room, but I thought we should start the evening on a less formal basis. Is all this clear?”

			“Yes, Master.”

			He turned and there was ire in his eyes. “No. You have not yet earned the right to call me that. Until you do, you will address me as ‘sir’ or ‘Mr. West.’”

			“Yes, sir,” I said. “Sorry, sir.”

			He resumed walking.

			Forms of address were a gray area, and I hadn’t known what to expect. At least he hadn’t seemed too upset.

			He pulled a chair out from a finely carved table and waited for me to sit down. Silently, he sat across from me.

			Dinner was already on the table and I waited for him to take a bite before I ate anything. It was delicious. Someone had baked chicken breasts and topped them with a delectable honey almond sauce. There were also green beans and carrots, but I hardly noticed them, the chicken was so tasty.

			It dawned on me, eventually, that there was no one else in the house, and dinner had been waiting. “Did you cook this?” I asked.

			He inclined his head slightly. “I am a man of many talents, Abigail.”

			I shifted in my seat and we resumed eating in silence. I was too nervous to say anything. We’d almost finished before he spoke again.

			“I am pleased you do not find it necessary to fill the silence with endless chatter,” he said. “There are a few things I need to explain. Keep in mind, you can speak freely at this table.”

			He stopped and waited for my response.

			“Yes, sir.”

			“You know from my checklist I’m a fairly conservative dom. I do not believe in public humiliation, will not participate in extreme pain play, and I do not share. Ever.” The corner of his mouth lifted. “Although as a dom, I suppose I could change that at any time.”

			“I understand, sir,” I said, remembering his checklist and the time I’d spent completing mine. I really hoped this weekend hadn’t been a mistake. My cell phone felt reassuring in my pocket; Felicia knew to call the police if I hadn’t checked in within the next hour.

			“The other thing you should know,” he said, “is that I don’t kiss on the lips.”

			“Like Pretty Woman?” I asked. “It’s too personal?”

			“Pretty Woman?”

			“You know, the movie?”

			“No,” he said. “I’ve never seen it. I don’t kiss on the lips because it’s unnecessary.”

			Unnecessary? Well, there went the fantasy about pulling him to me with my hands buried in that glorious hair.

			I took a last bite of chicken as I thought more about what he’d said.

			Across from me, Nathaniel continued talking. “I recognize that you’re a person with your own hopes, dreams, desires, wants, and opinions. You have put those things aside to submit to me this weekend. To put yourself in such a position demands respect and I do respect you. Everything I do to or for you, I do with you in mind. My rules on sleeping, eating, and exercise are for your benefit. My chastisement is for your betterment.” He ran a finger around the rim of his wineglass. “And any pleasure I give you—” the finger ran down the stem once and back up “—well, I don’t suppose you have any qualms concerning pleasure.”

			I realized I was gaping at him when he smiled and pushed himself away from the table.

			“Are you finished with dinner?” he asked.

			“Yes, sir,” I said, knowing I wouldn’t be able to eat any more, my thoughts consumed by his remarks on pleasure.

			“I need to take Apollo outside. My room is upstairs, first door on the left. I will be there in fifteen minutes. You will be waiting for me.” His green eyes gazed steadily at me. “Page five, first paragraph.”

			•   •   •

			I’m not sure how I made it up the stairs – every step felt like I wore iron shoes. But I only had fifteen minutes and I needed to be ready when he returned. At the top of the stairs, I sent Felicia a text saying that all was okay and I was staying, adding our agreed-upon secret code so she’d know it was really me.

			I pushed open the door to Nathaniel’s room and gasped. Candles were everywhere. In the middle of the room was a large four-post bed made of heavy wood.

			However, according to page five, first paragraph, the bed wasn’t my concern. I looked down. The pillow on the floor was.

			Beside the pillow was a sheer nightgown. My hands shook as I changed. The gown barely skimmed my upper thighs and the gauzy material would show every part of my body. I folded my clothes and put them in a neat pile beside the door. All the while I was chanting to myself:

			This is what you wanted.

			This is what you wanted.

			After repeating that about twenty times, I finally calmed down. I went to the pillow, knelt on it, and sat with my butt resting on my heels. I stared down at the floor and waited.

			Nathaniel entered minutes later. I risked a peek and saw that he’d removed his sweater. His bare chest was muscular; he had the look of one who worked out frequently. His pants were still belted at the waist.

			“Very nice, Abigail,” he said when he’d closed the bedroom door. “You may stand.”

			I stood with my head down as he walked around me. Maybe in the candlelight he wouldn’t be able to see how badly I trembled.

			“Strip the gown off and place it on the floor.”

			Moving with as much grace as I could, I pulled it over my head and watched it flutter to the ground.

			“Look at me,” he commanded.

			He waited until my gaze met his and then he slowly removed his belt. He gathered it in one hand and walked around me again. “What do you think, Abigail, shall I chastise you for your ‘Master’ remark?” He snapped the belt and the leather tip struck me. I jumped.

			“Whatever you wish, sir,” I managed to choke out, surprised by how turned on I felt.

			“Whatever I wish?” He continued walking until he stood before me. He unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down. “On your knees.”

			I dropped to my knees and had my first glance at Nathaniel naked. He was magnificent. Long, thick, and hard. Very long. Very thick. Very hard. The reality was so much better than the fantasy.

			“Service me with your mouth.”

			I leaned forward and took the tip of him past my lips. Slowly, I moved to take the rest of him in. He felt even larger in my mouth and I couldn’t help but think what it would feel like to take him inside my body in other ways.

			“All of it,” he said when he reached the back of my throat.

			I raised my hands to feel how much more I had left to go.

			“If you can’t take it in the mouth, you can’t have it anywhere else.” He pushed forward and I relaxed my throat to take him the rest of the way. “Yes. Like that.”

			I’d misjudged just how large he was. I made myself breathe through my nose. It wouldn’t do to pass out on him.

			“I like it hard and rough and I’m not going to go easy on you just because you’re new.” He fisted his hands in my hair. “Hold on tight.”

			I had just enough time to wrap my arms around his thighs before he pulled out and rammed himself back in my mouth. He pumped in and out several times.

			“Use your teeth,” he said.

			I pulled my lips back and scraped his length as he moved in and out. Once I got used to his size, I sucked a bit, and wrapped my tongue around him.

			“Yes,” he moaned as he pounded into me harder.

			I did this, I thought. I made him hard and had him moaning. It was my mouth. Me.

			He started to twitch inside my mouth.

			“Swallow it all,” he said, pumping in and out. “Swallow everything I give you.”

			I nearly choked as he came, but shut my eyes in order to focus. Salty spurts shot down my throat, but I managed to swallow.

			He pulled out, gasping. “That, Abigail,” he said with heavy breaths, “that is what I wish.”

			I sat back on my heels as he pulled his pants on.

			“Your room is two doors down on the left,” he said, calm once more. “You sleep in my bed by invitation only. You are excused.”

			I pulled the gown back on and gathered my discarded clothing.

			“I will take breakfast in the dining room at seven sharp,” Nathaniel said as I left the room. Apollo slipped in past me through the open door and curled up at the foot of Nathaniel’s bed.

			Thirty minutes later, wide-awake and buried under the covers, I replayed the scene over and over in my mind. I thought of Nathaniel: his aloof manner, the calm way he issued commands, his absolute control. Not only had our encounter met my expectations, it had exceeded them.

			I couldn’t wait for the rest of the weekend.

			

		

	
		
			Chapter Four

			I overslept the next morning, waking with a start and cursing under my breath when I saw the time. Six-fifteen wouldn’t give me enough time to shower if I was going to have breakfast on the table by seven. I hurried into the adjoining bathroom and brushed my teeth. Barely looking in the mirror, I pulled a brush through my hair and made a sloppy ponytail.

			I grabbed a pair of jeans and a long-sleeved T-shirt out of the closet, surprised they fit until I remembered the papers I had filled out asked for my size. My gaze fell on the unmade bed as I stepped out the door. Leaving it crossed my mind briefly, but then I decided Nathaniel was probably a neat freak. I didn’t want to make him angry my first weekend.

			Your first weekend? my sensible side asked. You think there will be more?

			I decided to ignore my sensible side.

			The single bed wasn’t big enough for two people and I huffed in disappointment as I made it. Apparently, Nathaniel wouldn’t be joining me in my bedroom. And from the sounds of it, nights spent in his would be few and far between.

			I passed the indoor gym on my way to the kitchen and heard Nathaniel on a treadmill. I glanced at my watch and cringed. Six thirty-five. No time to make my signature breakfast of French toast with banana foster sauce. Maybe another day.

			Nathaniel walked into the dining room seconds after I set his scrambled eggs, toast, and cut fruit on the table. His hair was freshly washed and he smelled all outdoorsy and musky. Delicious. My heart raced just thinking about tasting him.

			I stood by his right side as he ate. Not once did he look my way, but he gave a small sigh of satisfaction after the first bite.

			When he finished eating, he looked up at me. “Make yourself a plate and eat in the kitchen. Come to my bedroom in an hour. Page five, paragraph two.”

			And with that, he left the dining room.

			Why would he bother telling me to eat right before ordering me to his bedroom? Like I’d be able to eat anything, thinking about his words. But I scrambled an egg, cut up more fruit, and ate at the kitchen table like he’d told me to.

			Sunlight streamed through the kitchen window and outside Nathaniel was walking with Apollo. The dog galloped through the large yard, scaring the birds on the lawn. Nathaniel was on the phone, but when Apollo came up to him, he reached down and ran a hand through his fur.

			I sighed and looked around the kitchen. I wondered if the blonde ever ate at the kitchen table and if she was a good cook.

			Regardless, she was gone. I was the one in his house, at least for the weekend.

			I cleaned up the breakfast plates and made my way upstairs.

			•   •   •

			Page five, paragraph two was what I called the OB/GYN pose. Lying in the middle of Nathaniel’s big bed, without a stitch of clothing on, I felt exactly like I was at the doctor’s office. I actually missed that flimsy bit of paper they give you.

			I closed my eyes and concentrated on breathing, telling myself I’d be up to anything Nathaniel had planned. Maybe he’d finally touch me.

			“Keep your eyes closed.”

			I jerked. I hadn’t even heard him enter the room.

			“I like you spread out like this,” he said. “Take your hands and pretend they’re mine. Touch yourself.”

			He was driving me crazy. I’d tried to imagine how the weekend would go, and so far it was nothing like I’d thought. He hadn’t touched me once. It was so unfair.

			“Now, Abigail.”

			I lifted my hands to my breasts, and in my mind they became his hands. It was easy. I’d done this a hundred times.

			Nathaniel’s warm breath brushed across my ear as his hands caressed me. His touch started out soft and gentle, but quickly grew rough as our breathing became choppy.

			He was needy and I was what he needed.

			He was hungry and I was the only thing he could consume.

			With painful slowness, he rolled the tip of one nipple and then the other. I bit the inside of my cheek, awash in the sensations he created. He pinched, pulling hard, and then harder when I gasped.

			I became the needy one. I needed him. Wanted him. Craved him. I trailed a hand down my stomach – aching and desperate to be filled. Wanting him to fill me.

			He pushed my knees further apart and I was spread before him in offering. He would take me, finally. Take me and be done with it. He’d fill me like I’d never been filled before.

			“You disappoint me, Abigail.”

			Dream Nathaniel disappeared. My eyelids fluttered.

			“Keep your eyes closed.”

			He was inches from my face and I smelled the maleness of him. My heart beat frantically while I waited for him to continue.

			“You had me stuffed in your mouth last night and now you use a single finger to represent my cock?”

			I slipped another finger inside. Yes. Better.

			“Another.”

			I added a third and started moving them in and out.

			“Harder,” he whispered. “I’d fuck you harder.”

			I wouldn’t last long, not with that type of talk. I pushed deeper, imagining him stretching me. My legs tightened and a low groan escaped my lips.

			“Now,” Nathaniel said and I exploded.

			There was utter silence for several minutes as my breathing returned to normal. I opened my eyes and found him standing beside the bed, forehead glistening with sweat. His erection strained against the front of his pants.

			“That was an easy orgasm, Abigail,” he said, staring at me with those sultry green eyes. “Don’t expect that to happen often.”

			But on the upside, I thought, at least it sounded like there would be more.

			“I have a previous engagement this afternoon and won’t be here for lunch. There are steaks in the refrigerator you will serve me at six in the dining room.” His eyes swept over my body and I forced myself to remain still. “You need to shower since you didn’t have time this morning.”

			Damn, the man didn’t miss anything.

			“And,” he continued, “there are yoga DVDs in the gym. Make use of them. You may leave.”

			•   •   •

			I didn’t see him again until six o’clock that night. If the steak dinner had been some sort of test and he wanted to see me fail, he would be sadly disappointed. I’d been known to bring grown men to their knees with my steak.

			Okay, that was a lie. And I knew I had no hope of bringing Nathaniel West to his knees, but I could still cook up a pretty mean steak.

			Of course, he didn’t compliment my cooking. But he’d asked me to eat with him, so I sat in silence beside him.

			I picked up a forkful of steak and put it in my mouth. I wanted to ask where he’d been all afternoon. If he lived in the city during the week. But we were at the dining room table and I couldn’t.

			After we finished, he told me to follow him. We walked through the house past his bedroom to the room before mine. He opened the door, stepped to the side, and bid me enter first.

			The room was dark. A single small lamp gave the only light. From the ceiling two thick chains with shackles were suspended. I spun around to gape at him.

			He didn’t look surprised. “Do you trust me, Abigail?”

			“I . . . I . . .” I stuttered.

			He walked around me and unbuckled a shackle. “What did you think our arrangement would entail? I thought you were well aware of what you were getting yourself into.”

			Yes, I knew. But I thought chains and shackles would come later. Much, much later.

			“If we are to progress, you must trust me.” He unbuckled the other shackle. “Come here.”

			I hesitated.

			“Or,” he said, “you can leave and not come back.”

			I walked toward him.

			“Very good,” he said. “Take your clothes off.”

			It was worse than the night before. At least then I’d had some idea of what he wanted. Even earlier on his bed hadn’t been too horrible. But this, this was madness.

			The crazy part of me relished it.

			When I was completely naked, he took my arms, stretched them above my head, and chained them. He stepped away and took his shirt off. Rummaging through a drawer in a nearby table, he took out a scarf, and came back.

			He lifted the black material. “Your other senses will be heightened when I blindfold you.”

			Then he tied the scarf around my eyes and the room went dark. I heard footsteps and then there was nothing. No light. No sound. Nothing. Just the racing thump of my heart and my shaky breathing.

			Light as air, something brushed my hair aside and I jumped.

			“What do you feel, Abigail?” he whispered. “Be honest.”

			“Fear,” I answered in my own whisper. “I feel fear.”

			“Understandable, but completely unnecessary. I would never cause you harm.”

			Something delicate circled my breast. Excitement pulsed between my legs.

			“What do you feel now?” he asked.

			“Anticipation.”

			He chuckled and the sound reverberated along my spine. I felt him draw another circle – teasingly, barely touching me. “And if I told you this was a riding crop, what would you feel?”

			A riding crop? My breath caught. “Fear.”

			The crop swished through the air and landed sharply on my breast. I gasped at the sensation. It hurt briefly, but not too bad.

			“See?” he asked. “Nothing to fear. I won’t cause you harm.” The crop hit my knees. “Spread your legs.”

			I felt even more exposed now. My heart doubled its tempo, but something inside me was lit with excitement.

			He trailed the crop from my knees to the apex between my legs. Right where I was most needy. “I could whip you here,” he said. “What do you think about that?”

			“I . . . I don’t know,” I confessed.

			The crop smacked three times in quick succession right near my clit. It stung, but the sting was replaced almost immediately by the need for more.

			“And now?” he asked, the crop swishing gentle as a butterfly between my legs.

			“More,” I begged. “I need more.”

			The crop circled gently a few times before he snapped it against my aching center. Again and again it struck, each time bringing a pain laced with sweet pleasure. I cried out as it hit again.

			“You look so good chained before me, pulling against my restraints, in my house, crying for my whip.” The crop tickled my breast once more. “Your body is begging for release, isn’t it?”

			“Yes,” I admitted, surprised at how much I needed release. I pulled against the chains, wanting to touch myself, to bring myself pleasure if he wouldn’t.

			“And you’ll have it.” The crop smacked against my core once more. “But not tonight.”

			I whimpered as I heard him walk away. Somewhere in the room, a drawer opened. I pulled on the chains again. What did he mean, not tonight?

			“I’m going to unchain you now,” he said. “You will go straight to bed. You will sleep naked and you will not touch yourself at all. There will be severe consequences if you disobey.”

			He undid the chains one at a time, gently rubbing a sweet-smelling lotion on each wrist. Then he removed the blindfold. “Do you understand?”

			I looked in his deep, green eyes and knew he meant what he said. “Yes, sir.”

			It would be a long night.

			

		

	
		
			Chapter Five

			The smell of bacon woke me the next morning.

			I jumped out of bed and ran to my watch. Six-thirty. Why was Nathaniel cooking? He hadn’t said anything about what time to meet him for breakfast. Surely I couldn’t be in trouble for not knowing he wanted breakfast earlier, right?

			I rushed through another morning ritual of bed-making, brushing my teeth, and dressing. I wasn’t sure what time I’d be headed home. Maybe I’d have time later for a shower.

			I made it downstairs right at seven. Nathaniel sat at the kitchen table and two places were out.

			“Good morning, Abigail,” he said. There was an excitement in his voice and eyes that hadn’t been there before. “Did you sleep well?”

			I’d slept horribly. It was bad enough I’d gone to bed all hot and needy, but sleeping naked had done nothing to help. Memories of what he’d done to me the previous night flooded my mind.

			“No.” I sat down. “Not really.”

			“Go ahead and eat.”

			He’d cooked for an army: bacon, eggs, and fresh blueberry muffins. I raised an eyebrow at him and he smiled.

			“Do you sleep?” I asked.

			“On occasion.”

			I nodded as if that made perfect sense and dove into my food. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was. I’d finished three slices of bacon and half my eggs before he spoke again.

			“I’ve had a nice weekend, Abigail.”

			I tried to wrap my head around his calling the last two days a nice weekend. Must be some sort of crazy dom humor.

			“I’d like to proceed with our relationship,” he said.

			I choked on a bite of muffin. “You would?”

			“I’m very pleased with you. You have an interesting demeanor and a willingness to learn.”

			I was surprised he could tell anything from the little time we’d spent together, but answered, “Thank you, sir.”

			“You have an important decision to make today. We can discuss the details after breakfast and your shower. I’m sure you have a few questions for me.”

			It might be the only opening I had and I took it. “Can I ask you something, sir?”

			“Of course. This is your table.”

			I took a deep breath. “How did you know I didn’t take a shower yesterday morning or this morning? Do you live here during the week or do you have a place in the city? How did—”

			“One question at a time, Abigail,” he said, holding a hand up. “I am an extraordinarily observant man. Your hair didn’t look like it’d been washed yesterday. I guessed you didn’t take a shower this morning because you rushed in here like you had a demon chasing you. I live here on weekends and have a place in the city.”

			“You didn’t ask if I followed your instructions last night.”

			“Did you?”

			“Yes.”

			He took another sip of coffee. “I believe you.”

			“Why?”

			“Because you can’t lie – your face is an open book.” He folded his napkin and placed it beside his plate. “Never play poker, you’ll lose.”

			I wanted to be angry, but couldn’t. I’d tried to play poker once with Felicia and lost badly. “Can I ask another question?”

			“I’m still at the table.”

			I smiled. Yes, he was. All that hard man-muscle, that gorgeous body, that smug grin – they were still at the table. With me. “Tell me about your family.”

			He raised an eyebrow, as if he couldn’t believe that was what I wanted to know. “I was adopted by my aunt, Linda, when I was ten. She’s Chief of Staff at Lenox. My uncle died a few years ago. Their only child, Jackson, plays for the Giants.”

			“I’ve seen his picture in the papers,” I said. “My best friend, Felicia, asked if I knew whether or not he was single.”

			His eyes narrowed and his lips pressed together in a thin line. “How much did you tell your friend about me?” he asked. “I believe the papers from Godwin were very clear concerning my stance on confidentiality.”
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